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Summary:
Leyley wakes up in the morning to her brother treating her for once. Maybe it’s a celebration because they get a vacation from their family with this stay at home order… who knows.

She’s hungry, she knows what she wants.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
The air is stale but there is a faint smell of chamomile basking in its grace. The lights are flittering trough semi-closed blinds and into a cramped, drab brown and cream themed room. The dust that floats between the rays of sunlight can almost be mistaken for the blanket behind her body. The bed is unmade but she has been at rest in that design for days now, its owner choosing elsewhere to lounge. Her body would move upward with the cream bedsheet slipping off of her shoulder. A thick duvet that has been her only saving grace when the nights get cold. Though it was already halfway off one thigh, fumbled between her legs.

She lets a hand escape from her side, reaching around the bedsheets and tapping the blanket she had been laying on. No dice, for whatever it was she was looking for. Pink hued eyes looking to her right. The faintest imprints of a body taller than her own. More masculine in design. a smile on her lazy lips before a yawn escapes her mouth. The shirt slips further off her shoulder.

His shirt falls off her shoulder. Baggy by no intention of her own. the fabric makes her wince. She could feel her sore shoulder. budding roses of purple and blue under murky yellow. The colors paint from her shoulder to her throat. Right under that precious collar she took claim to. her arms raise, flinching at each and every mark on her neck. Although slightly painful she would wear them with priide going so far as to trace her own fingers along the marks. her lithe body slinks out of her duvet and gracefully she wades through carpeted floors. stealthily usig her tip toes as soon as she meets polished linoleum.

Her finger tips dance against white wood that held the frame of a door. A figure was standing in the kitchen. Their hips positioned against the counter, presumably to keep him propped up. His hands were delicately working through wisking a batch of eggs. Soft humming under his breath. Slack sweatpants showing off the grey band of his underwere. He had a lean build and had no shirt to cover up the red welting lines that coaxed down his shoulders… The violent purple baubles that formed along his shoulders, tracing past where the woman could view. bursting beads of deep red peppered through those pretty purple blotches. It looked like he was mauled and yet here he was working still.

The woman padded softly through the kitchen. Ghosting her fingers around his lean frame. They settled to wrap around his waist. They werent too different in size, she was just a tad more plump. a pout on her lip as she breathed him in. Chamomile. Flowers. Sunlight. The earth radiated in his scent and she basked in it. Her cheek brushing against his shoulder with a hum to her lips.

"You didnt wake me." She murmured to the air, muffled only by his lukewarm skin. The man would let out a heavy sigh and he would pour the beaten egg into the skillet before him. Her hands like an animals paws would move upwards to brace him. His body would tense as she passed fingertips over the scars on his chest. On her tiptoes now she would press a kiss into a seemingly virgin shoulder, as compared to the other side. "I wanted to make breakfast for you." She continued her whining.

"You did enough." The man would sigh out. A smile never fell from his lips. It was faint but still noticable. She could hear the lilt in his voice. "Though maybe I just wanted a break from whatever it is you keep feeding me." His shoulders were raised in a playful sigh.

"Boo, you whore." She giggled and pressed her body further into the man's frame. "You love my cooking." Her voice was almost buried into his back. Her mouth started to pepper kisses along his skin.

"Eh." The taller of the two teased further. The sound of the food beginning to cook would echo around the empty home. "Could use with more spice."

"Liar. Snake. You can't even handle spice." She snorted. He retorted with a laugh. More airy than his usual chuckles. Was it the newfound freedom of their parents being away? Or was it simply because of the fantasy of having a home all their own. At least, for now. “Why don’t you let me spoil you?” the girl whines. Nuzzling her body up closer to his. Every part of her frame squishing against him.

“Because this—“ he moved the knife he was using to cut at the bacon in front of him to point at his throat. “This is your definition of spoiling me when really it’s just for you.” He snickered to himself. The woman under him would huff into his skin. Her hand reached up past his chest and she dug a finger into one of the man’s bite marks. His knees buckled the slightest bit under the new pressure. Hips furthering against the counter.

“You’re going to act like you don’t like it? Maybe I’ll stop then.” She hissed. Smile against his shoulder as her other hand drew red lines across the center of his chest. Fingertips putting careless pressure into already made bruises. “Or maybe I’ll just start doing it whenever I want if it’s really only for me.” Her breath was sharp against his neck now. It made his baby hairs stand on edge. Slight fear, more excitement. Her body rose up to her tiptoes. Lips pressing against the man’s ear. It was soft, as compared to her harsh fingers.

“Leyley.” The man’s breath floated out of his lungs like a death rattle. He was weak for pain. Maybe it’s why he stayed with her. She was so deliciously cruel. The only one who would treat him so. Her lips peppered a softness against his skin. Kissing his back in such contrast to her hard fingers. She let her claws take down over his chest and grab at his slim waist with a squeeze. Her fingers danced along his hip bones only to brush under the waistband of his boxers. Completely ignoring his sweatpants as her fingernails cascade even lower.

The pads on her right hand brush past soft curls of hair. The man’s breath hitched. Far from a virgin but even so… she was special. Under her palms he would melt and meld into the world around him. He could feel her finger press against his dick, elegantly pushing against his soft shaft only to pull back the skin. It was enough to make his breath leave him an octave lower. She teased him in response. Knee coming between him to spread him out just the slightest bit. “You should really be careful with how you bully me.” She purred. “You know I’m better at it… you’re lucky you’re so pretty.” A loving coo before kissing at his shoulder.

Her fingers rolled a circle over his tip. Gentle teasing pressure. Fingers dipping lower only to pull back up from base to tip once again with all the lubrication she needed. His hips would buck so gently inter her fingers. “Are you remembering how much better I can bully you?” She whispered, tongue lapping at the mark she left just the other day.

“Shut up.” Andy hissed. His own hand creeping to her wrist but he didn’t stop her. Not when her fingers just traced the shape of an ‘O’ and ended right under his head to push against the place she knows makes him weak. She always does. She knows him best, after all. “You’ve gotten too much energy back, I miss you sleeping all the damn time.”

“Awe, all bark and no bite aren’t you. Like a puppy.” She hissed, smile blowing wide. Within moments she didn’t hesitate to move her hips against his. Spare hand reaching up, making sure to graze behind his ear before taking his hair into her palm. She was gentle, but he knew she wasn’t afraid to tear him apart. She tugged to the left, exposing skin to a mouth filled with gnawing hunger. She was practically drooling before biting into him. His knees buckled the slightest. Hand grasping her wrist to pull her prying fingers out of his pants. He was much stronger than her, physically anyways. His entire form shifted as he spun to face her. Glare down at her advancements. Her bratty behavior was for nothing more than attention.

“You forget what I’m capable of, you really do.” He hissed back at her and her only response was a slight move of her hips and her smile going wider. There was a shadow behind her eyes. That tar soul of hers she would only accept what she’d craft. She always got what she wanted in the end and no matter what he did to her it’s what she wanted. There was no winning with someone who takes cruelty as a gift of affection. It’s probably set this entire thing up, her freak behavior.

Irrelevant.

He didn’t have a tight enough grip. He was expecting more touches to his hair, maybe more teasing by his ear but for Leyley to throw herself to the floor? Her knee’s hitting the linoleum with such impact one would wonder if a bone would end up bruised. He still had a grip on one of her wrists but the other came coasting down his chest. Nails making sure to leave a fiery trail of red behind them. Each finger grabbing at his waist band as her body fell.

The scratches were sharp and all too fast to stop. Pain echoed on the valley of his chest, head tilting back and teeth clenched as Andy let out a violent, ill contained hiss. He had no time to expect it, but it’s not like they needed to be quiet. They haven’t for a while now. Green eyes opened just as fast as she fell. Rapid succession of movements but she was faster. Tongue lapping like a predator. All too fast, like a leopard on her fawn. She made sure to lean her body forward to press him into the counter. Her tongue made contact with his dick for just a moment before he became ensnared in her maw. The flick turning to a roll. “God fucking damn it.” He would sneer, palm squeezing her wrist with more force. His other hand came to her hair. The moment his fingers did her eyes would squeeze shut and Leyley moved her tongue in such a way it threatened teeth should he dare remove her. He was smarter than that. “Sadist.” He sneered. All she would do is respond with a hum. Feral. Like an animal feasting on nothing but the gluttony of its own craving. She would eat him alive.

She would eat him alive.

Andy would groan, letting her wrist go and using his now free arm to prop him up against the countertop behind him. “You’re a fucking pervert.” He would playfully coo to her. His face loose with a soft moan following suit. Leyley’s free hand came to join the perch at his sweats before adding in to pull the annoying fabric down. Left hand pushing against Andy’s hip, right hand moving back up along his inner left thigh. Her finger came back to him. They made claim to his body. She could probably just use her mouth to get what she wanted out of him but to touch him? To feel him? To be the one in him? The thought would make her melt and crumble. She’d moan into his body, drooling at her meal. A single finger to start, a gentle convincing for him to spread a legs and allow her to spoil herself. He would oblige, of course he would.

Looking down at her body, eager and willing. It was something unique. Not many of his exes would go so far for something most don’t consider fun to do. Yet here she was. Practically fucking her own hips into the floor because she could get drunk on his taste. Andy let out a sigh before whimpering at the harsh flick. His hips bucked against her mouth, his hand coming to his chest. Ah. Her nails cut him open. That’s fine. A gift for her even. Scooping up the line of red that began to bead he would bring the fresh blood down for her. Pressing the warm fluid from his finger to the corner of her mouth. Instantly she would make a sharp suck before popping off of him, tongue free and eyes opening to look only at his hand. Dials red eyes, they’d take the shape of hearts if they could. Eagerly she placed her mouth where the bloodied finger is.

Her tongue now treating his finger no differently than his dick. A second finger was added and curled into him. She would pull herself off his finger only to lap at his palm to consume even the slightest drop of sweat. Fixated on all of him. Rubbing her cheek against his palm. No care for the mix of fluids staining her lips. She’d rub a cheek into his hand and look up at him. Other hand now approaching to stroke Andy.

Sick and twisted. That look is so familiar. It made his body tense. Despite being so warm his blood ran cold. She swallowed hard, retreating breath only forced to escape as gasps. Her voice was raspy as she looked at him. “You were cooking?” A silly question. Not one meant to be answered. “The knifes behind you.” Now that was a statement in its entirety.

“Leyley,” he tried to choke more out. Her stare dealt too much damage alone.

“Grab it.” No longer a question. No longer a statement. This was a demand. He knew what was coming. He was no better than meat. He was however, better off alive for her. He couldn’t exactly lie to himself either. Her? A freak? Yeah… him? More so. The hand not currently pressed to her cheek moved. It scrambled behind him, searching for the cold steel. He found it, fumbled to find the handle before grasping its matte finish. His arm would slink back to place besides himself and all Leyley could do was moan against his skin. Her pupils were wide with affection. Her hips gyrating against the floor. Fingers stroking him more furiously. The ones inside him dropped only to find their way to her shorts. Pathetically attempting and failing to undo the buttons of her denim. She would whine against his skin.

“Do it.” She sneered, a violent smirk against his body. Eyes pleasing, waiting. “Do it.” Her voice raised. Heart beating fast as she finally undid her shorts. Her fingers got where they wanted to be as the man before her took a shaking blade up against his forearm. He had off limit spots requested by her, but she still enjoyed the thrill. It was less the risk, more the blood.

His arm would rotate, she’d let her face leave his hand only for the movement to be complete. Tongue back to his knuckles as he pressed steel to flesh. Like a butcher to the hind of a rabbit he slid it against his body. The pain was white. Deafening in his head. Too much feeling at once. Being jerked off, feeling the knife into his skin, her tongue on his hand… and there it was. The added spice of her muscle moving up his arm. He struggled to look down and watch her but when he did her tongue was coated in red as it followed the trailing blood. She found the source and rolled her tongue with a fever. It burnt him. His moan was strained. The pain was excruciating.

He loved it.

How could he not? She was spoiling him. Entirely and wholly. Feeding his own sickness. Her tongue would divot into the wound, chasing the now paper white wound to be coated in such a cherry color. Two fingers dipped back into him, the thumb taking place on his shaft and rolling. She was fumbling with her handy work now. It’s not hard to see why. Her other hand was also trying to keep up with her own heat. Whining, moaning, struggling. Was she crying? Most likely. she likes this too much. She’s going to eat him one day, he’s certain. The pain shot through him again when she bit below the wound to drag more blood of him out. She couldn’t get enough of his essence. She was no better than a vampire. No, worse, she was like a starving dog.

He could provide it for her. He knew he could. His breath left him with the same shake his thighs did. Eyelashes fluttering. His voice was hoarse and scratched.

“Good girl.” He drew out the syllables and watched her body shake. Lips locking onto his wound. Fingers now more focused on the movements she made for him. Elbow faltered against the counter and his body went the slightest bit slack. “Good girl.” He repeated with more fever. He was becoming incapable of forming the full words now instead choosing to mumble out sounds and whines.

The world spun for a moment. Too much. Andy’s arm moved away from Leyley’s mouth to hold himself up against the counter. His hips dropped, knees going weak. She couldn’t keep her assault up with him pulling away like that so she let him. There was still some respect, apparently. Panting. She looked up at him. Mouth wet with spit, blood and other seemly fluid. Her wet hand held out with pride, fingers dripping with victory when her second hand escaped her own body. Both palms drenched as she held them out for him.

“I know.” She cooed before her tongue lapped over her own lips.

“Tell me again.”

She was going to eat him.